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Foci did play a lamentable part. 

(Madam)’twas Ariadne, paffioning 
For penury } and yniuft flight; 

Which I fo ltuely a&ed with my ceares: 

That my poore Miftris moued therewithal!. 

Wept bitterly: and would I might be dead, 

If I in thought felt not her very forrow. 

Sil. She is beholding to thee (gentle youth ) 

Alas (poore Lady) dcfojate,and left,; 

I weepe my felfe to thinkc vpon thy words: 

Here youth: there is my puri’e j I giue thee this (well. 
For thy fwcct Mi ftris lake.becaule thou Ion'll her. Fare- 
htl. And Ihc (hall thanke you foi’c, if ere you know 
A vert nous geiulewonian,mildc,andbeautifulI. (her. 

1 hope my Mailers fuit will be but cold, 

Since fhe refpe&s my Miftris loue fo much. 

Alas,how loue can trifle with it felfe : 

Here is herPifture .■ let roe Iee,I thinkc 
If I had fuch a Tyre, this face of mine 
Wcrefullaslouely.as is this of hers; 

And yet the Painter flatter’d her a little, 

Vnlcffe I flatter with my felfe too much. 

Her haire is Abur»c,m\ns is perfcdl Tctlow ; 

If that be all the difference in his loue, 
lie getmefuch a coulour’d Perrywig-* 

Her eyes are grey as glafie.and io are mine; 

I, but her fore-head’s low,and mine’s as high .• 

What Ihould it be that he refpe&sjn her. 

But I can makerefpefliue in my felfe? 

If this fond Loue.werc not a blinded god. 

Come Ihadow, come, and take this fhadow vp, 
For’tisthyriuall: Othou fencelelfe forme. 

Thou (halt be worfhip’djkifs’d.lou’d.and ador d; 

And were there fence in his Idolatry, 

My fubftance Ihould be ftatue in thy (lead, 
lie vie thee kindly,for thy Miftris fake 
That vs’d mefo: prelfe by loue,l vow, 

I Ihould haue fcratch’d out yourvnfeeing eyes, 

To make my Maftcr out of loue with thee. Exeunt, 


• JBttsQtttntus. ScoenaPrima. 


Enter Eglnmmre, Silttia, 

Egl. The Sun begins to guild the wefterne skie. 

And now itis about the very houre 

That Siltsiafit Fryer Patrick! Cell fliould meet me. 

She will not fade; for Loucrs breake not hour es, 
VnlefTe it be to come before their time. 

So much they fpur their expedition. 

See where fhe comes .• Lady a happy eucning. 

Sil, Amen,Amen .* goe on (good Eglamattre') 

Out at the Pofterne by the Abbey wall; 

I fcare 1 am attended by fome Spies. 

EgU Feareuot: theForrcftis not three leagues off. 
If vvcrccoucr that,we arc ilirccnough, Exeunt, 


ScQgpdSecunda. 


Enter* Thtiri?,frotbewj*lfa f Duk £*\. ;j ; 
Thu Sir Trbthcwj what faics SiluU to my.ftu,*? 


Tro. Oh Sir,I finde her milder then (he was, 

And yet flic takes exceptions at your perfon* 

Thu. What? that my leg is too long? 

Pro, No,that it is too little. f 

Thu. He wcarc a Eoote, to make it fomewhat roun 
JVa. But loue will not be fpurd to what it loathes, 
Thu. What foies fhe to my face ? 

Pro. She faics it is a faire one* 

Thu, Nay then the wanton lyes: my face is black* 
Pro. But Pearles are faire; and the old faying is 
Bhi:kt men ate Pearles^n beauteous Ladies eyes, * 
Thu. ’Tis trucjfuch Pearles as put out Ladies cyei, 
For I had rather winke, then looke on them* 

Thu . How likes fhe my difeourfe i 
Pm, 111, when you talke of war. 

Thu . But well a when I difeourfe ofloue and peace, 
luL But better indeecie,whenyou hold you peace. 
Thu. What fay cs fhe to my valour? 

Pro. Oh Sir,flic makes no doubt of that, 

hi, She ncedes notj when fhe knowes it cowardizt 

Thu. What faies fhe to toy birth ? 

pro. That you arc well deriu’d, 

luL True: from a Gen ti cman y to a fo ole. 

Thu. Coniidcrs flic my Pofleffious ? 
f ro . Oh, I: and pieties them* 

Thu * Wherefore? 

luU That fuch an Aflc fliould owe them. 

Pro. That they are out by Lcafe. 
luL Here comes the Duke* 

Du. How now fir Trotkem ; how now Thttm} 
Which nfyou faw Sglummre of late? 

7hu. Not I. 

Pro. Nor I, 

Du, Saw you my daughter? 

Pro. Neither. 

Du. Why then 

She's fled vino that pedant dentine \ 

And EgUmoure is in her Company ; 

*Tis true; for Frier Jjmrcme met them both 
As he,in pennance wander’d through the Fori eft : 

Him he knew well ■■ and guefd that it was fhe. 

But being mask'd y he was not furc ofit- 
Befides fhe did intend Confeffion 
At Patricks Cell this cuen,and there fhe was not, 
Thele likelihoodsconfirm* her flight from hence \ 
Therefore I pray you fland,not to difeourfe. 

But mount you prefentiy^andincetc with me 
Vpon therifiogofthe Mountaincfootc 
That leads toward Iriunma ^whether they are fled: 
Difpatch (Tweet Gentlemen) and follow me. 

Thu * Why this it is,to bea pecuifhGirJe, 

That flies her fortune when it foliowes her; 
lie after; more to be reueng’d on EglumoUrrj 
Then for the loue of reck-lefFe Siluiu. 

Pro, And I will foliow 3 more for Stluat loll* 

Then hate of EgUmonrt th3c goes with her. 

luL Andl will folio w^more to croflc that loue 
Then hate for SjluiAjftiix is gone for lone* 


Scene Tettia . 


Sihtta, 0 n* 4 a#ti. 
I,Oat, Come, come be patient? 


The Mmy W'iues ofWind/or. 




*,«; _ mu ft brine you to eur Csptsinc. 

I sTh more mifcU«s then thr. one 

HanelcainMme howto broolethi.pat.eml>-. 

\ oZ‘. wSriS Gentleman that wat with her i 
, °1 Being nimble fbotcd.he hath „ u ,.rnn«. 

But Mdyfet and fhlerius follow him * , 

G.e*oh with her to .he Weil end of .he wood 
y°,„- K our Captaioe: Wee'll follow hot. that .fled. 

The thicket is befet, he cannot (cape, 

1 0«e. Convc, I inuft bring you to our Captains cane, 
fcare not: he b cares an honourable minflc, 

And will not vfc a woman lawlcfly. ^ 

Sil, OFaUntine : this I endure for nice. 

Exeunt* 


Scam a Quart#, 


Enter Valentine, Priibitti, Silttia, loti*, ‘Hake, Tkurh, 
Ottt larees, 

pal. How v& doth breed a Habit in a man > 

This ihadoWy defart, vnfrequemed v/oods 
I better brooke then flourifliing peopled Townes ; 

Here can I fit alone, vn-feene ot any, 

And to the Nightingales complaining Notes 
Tune my diftreftes, and record my woes. 

O thou that doft inhabit in my breft, 

Lcaue not the Manfion fo long TciiaWleflc, 

Left growing ruinous, the building fall. 

And leaue no memory of what it was, 

Repaire me, with thy prcfencc, Silaia : 

Thou gentle Nimph, cherifli thy for-lorne fwaine. 
What hallowing,and what ftii is this to day ? 

Thefe are my maces, that make their wills their Law, 
Hiuc foine vnhappy paflenger in chace; 

They loue me well: yet I haue much to doc 
Tokeepe them from viuiuill outrages. 

Withdraw thee Valentine : who’s this comes hecre ? 

Pro, Madam,this feruice I haue done for you 
(Though you rcfpe£t not aught yourfcrtiant doth ) 

To hazard 1 ifc.and reskc w you from him. 

That would haue forc’d your honour, and your loue, 
Vouchfafe me for my meed, but one faire looker 
(A fmaller boone then this I cannot beg. 

And lefle then this, I am fure you cannot giue.) 

Val, How like a dreame is this? I fee,and hearc •’ 
Loue, lend me patience to forbears a while. 

Sil. O miferablc, vnhsppy that I am. 

Pro, Vnhappy were you (Madam) ere I came * 

But by my comming,I haue made you happy. 

Sil. By thy approach thou roak’ft me-nioft vnluppy. 
lul. And me, when he approchcth to your pretence. 
Sil. Had I beetle ceazed by a hungry Lion, 

I would haue becne a break-fall to the Boa ft, 

Rather then hauefalfc SPrttbem reskue me: 

Oh heauen be judge how 1 loue Palemint , 

Whole life’* as tender to me as niy foulc. 

And full as much (formore there cannot be ) 

I doedeteft falfe periur’d Prothem : 

Therefore be gone, follicit me no more. 

Ere, What dangerous adlion, flood it next to death 
Would 1 not vndergoe, for one calme looke: 

Oh tis the curfein Louc,and ftill approu’d 


When women cannot loue,whcre they’re belou’d. 

Sit. Wh en Prethtm cannot lcue,wh ere he’s b clon’d: 
Read ouei Ittltas heart, (thy firft beft Loue) 

For whofe deare fake, thou didft then rend thy faith 
Into a choufand oathes; and all thole bathes, 

Dcfcended into penury, to leue me. 

Thou haft no faith left now, vnlefte thou’dft tvro. 

And that’s farre worfe then none: better haue none 
Then plural! faith, which is too much by one: 

Thou Cotmtcrfeyr, to thy true friend. 

Pro, In Loue, 

Who refpefib friend ? 

Sil. All men but Prothem, 

Pro, Nay,if the gentle fpiric ofmeuing words 
Can no way change you to a milder forme; 

He v/ooeyoulikea Souldicr, mariner end. 

And loue you ’gainft the nature ofLouetforeeye, 

Sil. Oh heauen. 

Prt. lie force thee yeeld to my deflre. 

Val, Ruffian: let goe that rude vnciuill touch. 

Thou friend ofan ill fafirion, 
pro. Valentine, 

Val. Thou comon friend,that*s without faith or loue, 
For fuch is a friend now i treacherous man. 

Thou haft beguil’d riiy hopes; nought but mine eye 
Could haueperfwaded rhe mow! dare not fay 
I haue one friend aliue; thou wouldftdifprouemc: 

Who Ihould be trufted, when ones right hand 
Is periured to the bo feme ? Prothem 
I am forty I mull rseucr craft thee more, 

But count the world a ftrangcr for thy fake: 

The priuatc wound is deepeft: oh time, rooft arcuifl; 
’Mongft ail fbes that a friend Ihould bfe the worft l 
Pro. My fhameamd guijt confounds me; 

Forgiue mz Valentine: if hearty forrow 
Be a fufficient Ranfome for offence, 
l cendcr’t hcere: I doc as tiuely fuffer. 

As ere 1 did commit. 

Val. Then I am paid : 

And once sgaine, I doe receiue thee hor.eft; 

Who by Repentance is not fatisfied, 

Is nor of heauen, nor earth; for thelc arc pleas'd: 

By Penitence th’Etcrnalls wrath's appeas’d: 

And that my loue may appeatcplaine and free. 

All that was mine, in Stint a, I giue thee, 
lul. Oh me vnhappy. 

Pro, Looke to the Boy, 

Val Why, Boy I 

Why wagdiow now ? what's the matter?look vp; {peak. 

lul. O good fir,my maftcr charg’d me to deliuer a ring 
to Madam Silaia : A (out of my negleS)was neuer done. 
Pro. Whereis that ring?boy? 

/#/. Hecre ’tis: this is it. 

Pro, How?let roc fee. 

Why thisistheringIgaueto/«A^. 

IhL Oh, cry you mercy fir, I haue roiftooke i 
This is the ring you fent to Siluia. 

Pro. But how cam’ft thou by this ring ? at my depart 
I gaue this vnto Mia. 

M, And Mia her felfe did giue it me, 

And Mia her felfe hath brough t it hither. 

Pro. How ? Mia i 

M. Behold her, that gaue ayme to all thy oathes, 

Aud entertain’d’em deepely in her heart. 

How oft haft thou with periury cleft the roote ? 

Oh Prothem, let this habit make cnee blufh. 

D Be 












































































































